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spoil you. But I'll surprise you some
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CHAPTER IL
TOUCHY “SURPRISES" ME
Touch; made my life s burden for months
before he redecmed his word., At last, after
s week of slternate devotion and soubbi-
tiveness, be bauled me out for a walk., As
we reached the country, be became festive
“In spring » young msn’s fancy
lightly turns to thoughts of l—l—love—al"”
Said I, stupidly: “‘Spring isma't till next

Touchy returned beamingly: “I'm mot
going to wait till next month. I'm going
to tell you now.™

Hias eyes were very shiny, and he looked
quite serious, A oold chill went down my
back., I felt that something awfol was
going to happen.

“You are a nice girl,” said Touchy, as if
beginning a long speech.
Sosm 1. But we'll get over that. You are
frivolous, but I can cure that. As it is I
bhaven't enough control of you. I have
made up my mind that I must seoure st
once the sole management of you.™

I thought I ssw & way out, and I asked,

uakily: “Do you want—io—star me,

He said be badn't thought of it, bat, in-
dulgently, that he wounld see next year.
Thea he jerked my head up and was going
to kiss me. I fell in a limpmess away from
him and against the fenoe, whereat he said
Katie, don’t be foolish.
you to marry me, Lought
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my hesrt out, and I can think
-.”

1 a dreadfully solemn feeling.
uu:“inmiruiun right from my beart
walked over to him,
near his shoulder as I
a very geatle voice for me: “‘P dear
Ernest, we have known each other
lives—ever since I was a little girl I have
been fond of you—and we shall be sorry to
. ""JS.?“ " e moved as if to
out, nor yours, ." He moved as

but I barried on:
ink me changed because for & few
you have not seen me. You and are
friends, just as we were at school. We can
or any less. Itisalovel
$0, &N hdwould;:im

o anything to

it not, Ernest?
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Beme Hints on How the Hair Should be |
. Dressad in Bummer,
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RED FACES AND HOW 70 ODRB THEM

I knew how and said:
y that you will never talk to me any wa:

e
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“You must not

13

never look at me
now, and never,

;

|WIITTEN FOR THX DISFATCH.]

Black lace dresses have been worn in
and out of season, from the time the swal-
low dared and took the winds of March
uence is, by com-
mon consent they are laid aside, to let the
dust flow out, and give the eyes a rest from
their stringiness. The corded Escurial and
heavier laces prove do many nets to hold
the dust and take a rusty look, while the
large mesh fisher net looks clear and quietly
dressy, with borders of inch ribbousrun en
the foot and up the side wadth. With sueh
dresaes a small poke or broader bat of black
crinoline, the old-fashioned Neopolitan
braid, looks pretiy, trimmed with a scarf of
black net, and bow of fancy black ribbon,
which, with its seven loops and notched ends,
four yards is not too muck. Narrow sash
ribbon of plain soft gros grain is used for
trimming, in loops which nearly cover the
hat, and require or admit pothing else, un-
less & quill feather of the same color.
Every other woman, no matier what her
age, wears & tarbaa in town, not more be-

ience. The full frimming of soft, thick rib-
bon relieves the turban of extreme jaunti-
ness, and it is comfortable to wear s hat that
vits close to the head and admits s yeal. The
flaring brim of the Hading or Directory hat
acls as a mainsail to draw the wind, when
there is any, and a toque that can be bound
down to the head with a yard of grenadine
veiling is indispensable, The sailor hat
proper is the beanty’s hat, and & smooth,
satiny-haired brunette with a fresh white
rdigh straw sailor in its smooth gros grain
ribbon band'and flat bow takes the eyes up
with her up the street. Biondes choose
black, glossy rough straw, with black silver-
edged nibbon, while the high-crowned sailor
hat, with bread bows of many loops set airi-
ly on the ecrown, and folded band lose their
uvenility, and take the place of
] ’uu.l.lpiulu g
newest turbans are colored
straw, like braided rushes, in
gobelin blue and old pink to su
and the price of this
not less than §20, at
where alone they ars
THE COST OF BEING FASHIONABLE.
It costs a trifie to dress in the front of
fashion, when Redfern’s plainest gowns be-
sailor suita and $95 for walk-
and a coaching hat with 11
plumes is cheap at $25. But London ladies
are beginning to look round for ways to
economize in dressing, and no longer it
uinous bills to swell
They leavethat to the

but this way,
mmlwk{-g
He shook hands

i
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ould, or you shoul
il or change it—wonl
o, don't answer. No one shounld ihink
twice of me, Ernest, Iam just as I used to
be—selfish and thonghtless and frivolous.
I haven'ta bit of heart, dear Ernest—in-
deed I haven't, except so much us ean ache
with regret if anyone for whom I care comes
to pain through me.
Erpest, and don"t let’s talk of this any more
ease, for my sake!
n hurried on by some frightened
jmpulse. It seemed to me that it wonld be
the saddest thing in the world if Ernest
change. The tears were in my eyes
at the thought
gleamed as if from an inward light. He
his hands cver mine that was pushed
bim, and bending kissed my
Then he answered: “I know, Kati
are warning me. Out of your gentle heart
to save me the pain of the
for all that I must make.
It is too late and I must go through with it,
mistake or not. Do you think
you as I have and my heart not grow about
you till only you are there, and will you
for me? Imm a big
w much sbeut how

T frightened that I could make no
be seemed ready to crush
the life from me, and could not take my
angry saod eroel as they were,
e must have seen how afraid I

**You are young.

, “yes,"” and so it was seitled.

As T got well I was perfect]
doctor was alwa; bod
never too busy to
He even let me pound
bottles, and dust his
times, when Mrs, Kalesby was ti
to see to his breakfast, and
discovered that I made the toast I was not
forbidden. It seemed to me me that no one
had ever been so kind to me,

At last I was well encugh to go to New
York for my May engagement. The even-
was to start I sat doe-
Mrs, Kateshy had kissed me and told
me to. I went wondering about, touching
things that belonged to him. T had aqueer
feeling in my heart. Ihad been so happy,
and now to go away, and perha
heard his key and ran to

“What, little girl; up?"

“¥Yes,” I answered.
me to serve your mid
think yon should bave midnight tes, bat I
a doctor knows.”

:-.id he, a8 I helped him
I was so quiet at the table that he ssked:
“Anything the matter?"”

“Only — I'm — going
know,*" I returned, “and you “f:c]ld."
and I rubbed my hand over the pain in my

“Your heart?” he asked.
“Yes—down right miserable,” I an-
swered.

He laughed only softly, but I feit hurt,
and ali of & sadden
must have observed that I waa
into the sugar bowl, for he cal
bt it troubled him to look up., So I

Please understand, ¥ hppﬁ. The
me. He was
come into his office,

tumble of words:
and wash out

Bright, look at me. You can see I don’t
love you, ean you nof?
that  Then be kind and generons and good,
and don't you throw me off,
all my friends.”

“Ernest, too,” said he, the thought just
coming to him.

Then be lifted my face and looked at me.
I was not afraid, but when I ocould not see
any more for tears Iasked again: “'Be

and said: “You're
Eate," After s moment

. Ilay on the ing, and feel.
o e a g

over tears when Mr. Ned b even when he

myself lame,dependen Hes marched off to the war, theflerce £ ¢ 10

Having just ask
to have some rights.”

1 declared that he hadn’t and that I
wonldn’t stand it.

“Never having done it before,” said he
with dignity, “I was perhaps not clear,
but I did the best I oould, Miss Tempest,
s&nd I certainly ought to kiss you.”

“0Oh, Touchy!" wailed I, beginniog to
mmivel, “what an awful thing.”

“Not when you're used 10 it," he returned

to kiss me.
u.nsnd me. I
w did be know 1

“Because,” said be, in & blood-curdling

me.
" with ten-horse
power of emphasis and conviction. I be-

friends, Brighe.”
He drew a lon,
l.l hnvetliﬂle -Eél; Py
& went on: everyone
ith you and bothering your life
o ln:t.I won‘tdoum.‘l‘
Kate."

The words came slowly, and his lips, al-
though he smiled, were so white
hastened to show how much I

k you—thank youn,” I said, adding
earnestly: “Ilove you monre for
ever I did before.”

His face twitched and be said, smiling
again: “It would be kind to choose
Then after a
stare ot me, he said with complete
his old manner: by
miust get away from you now, but don’t
think any more of this. Oaly remember,
no matter how many lovers you have,
”?'i'?:f : d';mgm. I said, sgain

. yon, "
lsughing aloud from happiness.

He made s face half comic and half seri-
ous, “Don't laugh. I'm goiog to shoot
myself, may be. That's what they all do,

drown themsel

u are o,
::inlko w icﬁ,

“One must do
or?™

doet
at me seriously and kindly.
Then he said I must do as I thought right.
oy g Bl W ey
ve Mr. 8 [

would see me in Philadelphis,
whers was his home, and
parting admonition to me to take such care

*‘How can he be here if he lives in Phils-

tell me there is no

fellow, and I don’t 1
one should ask euch thiogs, but it is humble
enongh, is it not? if I put my knee lo the
ground—so—and lifting my srms only to
tonch yoar hands, tell you
1 love you—I love you."

He turnped his face with a sort of sob
against my dress. Islid, a limp, miserable
wreck, into the chair behind me, and began
stupidly rubbiog his head, w
less, that I'was so sorry, that for the
world I would not give h
I knew I should be s wicked girl if I did
not honestly tell him the truth. He stood
unsieadily asking: “And that is?"

“That I do not love you the least in the
world more than I always have,” T made
answer, crving softly; that—oh, forgive me,
w I never shall feel for you
as some day I expect to feel for the man I
shall e

“Your mother tﬁl‘ﬂ
cheerily, again p hi tea. I dom’t

His serene confidence
stamped my foot,
wanted to marry hi

way, “‘von have en:
He maid “‘encon

pen

“¥o, no,” I eried, I haven't and” never
meant to, Oh, desr, and oh, dear!”

Touchy seemed gradually to catch the

“Do I understand, Miss Tempesi,” said
ke in an awe-stricken tone, ““that you deo not

“Not the least in the world,™ I eried,
“and plesse don't call me Miss Tempest.
Y'm awfully fond of yon, Touchy, but I'd
an marry you. Don't be angry,
but you'd make sn awfol busband, yom
know, Touchy." . 3

He contradicted this indignantly, and
lsunched out into s lecture against bare-
faced cogoetry and impudence, which I,
with tearful vehemence, contested. Half-
way bome I ventured in & miserable, choked
woice: *“Plesse, Touchy, be friends and for-

lay
kind *his hands had been. Then things
blurred and my eyes shut
f swoon to find Mr.
2 with his arms across me.
saying brokenly,

Caryophyll wishes for a list of entertaining
books “suited to develop a taste for reading in
a circie of ladies and girls, who find mach that
is recommended rather dull.” Of course they
do. A middle-aged young iady lately told me
she hiad tried to cultivate » taste for reading,

Edtie, Katie!"” he was sa;
**don"t be ill—for my sake,
1 thought him very kind, and laid my
hand over his saying, gratefully: “How
god you are; I’'m ouly i
batever should you
He hid his face

He took me close 1n his arms, kissing my
forehead and cheek and eyelids. His lips
were eold. Then he r;::

*No, no, Erpest,” I cried, “you must not
You must care for me as you
always have—as I caro for you, and always
will. Our dear friendship must not be
broken up. Icannot spare it—I will not.
You will forget that you ever fels like this.”

“Do you think so?" he asked, and his
eyes had such a look of somber pain in them
that I felt as if I were murdering him. All
1 eould do was to turn angry.

“Have I no rights?’ I cried; “how ean
you take from me & friendship I
forfeited, the sincerest. deepest pi
which I bave just given? I never wanted
you %o love me, and I won't bave it, I
ve vou up. I hate peopl
not be nice, and fond
is, and stay so?"”

" I observed
1 take my choice when I

we are friends?

ory
the folds of the shawl
“Yes,” said L

me {rom him, say-
" =i 3 about my throat, and said, over and over

meckly, "nr—fn
"Aerlzht, |
get out. Good-by, Kate.”

reached
about his neck, and kissed him on both
oheeks, saying gratefully: “You have been
awfully kind to me, Bright, sod indeed I'm
very thankful.”
“Well, you ought to

umes,
* said T again, in & dyll voi "'I":’M g -y
o, ina modistes,
*“Tell me, Kat?“” 2 - s
a hand on esch of mv shoulders,
u wished—as I promised?’
the tears came up, He
looked at me & moment, then said =ofil
“Friendship is the best thing in the wor]
comfortable thing,
we should be very
friendship between

me, I love you—I love you!"
ed with the heavy stupd
whieh fever laid npon me, saying it was
a ht:m?,mntuo:’ trnl:-mdm Then,
when t i t and eager on m

throat and hands ulc,l' A

trested you as

“Never,” he rosred, “never! You have I nodded, an
blighted my life, eut short my eareer, and
lJed me on to destroy me. J shall drown
myself, and it will be your fauly, Miss

es, 1 pleaded that
snd that I was very ill, whereat

For a long time everything was a misera-
ble confusion. Weary staring days, rash-
ing cars, noise and light slwsys, ~ A ques-
it I thought I eonld

answer always,

"’ he assented
Bemember your

I:.’Algl how much nicer
snything else, I thought,

grateful for the happ:
us,” Inoddedsoh
tered my bands, He stood up quickly: *I
am off early to-morrow,” he said in a differ-
ent tone, “and I will say
good in New York: 1
15th to see you."'

pes!

““No, indeed, you won't,” I urged
jously, rememhering Bennie Shine; “you'll
get over it, really.”

But he said he wounldn't, except in a
watery grave, and at my door extended his
band, saying: “Farewell forever!"”

1 reminded him of the theater, but he
shook his bead solemunly and made a motion
with his arm as if ewimming, whereat I
broke down erying. He atonce put his
srms close about me, sod asked me in a
voiee dripping with tenderness.
don't you love me some?"

My face was smothered
ed to shake my head violently.
e felt it he put meat arms
length from bim so suddenly that my bead
nearly fell off. Afer s perplexed pause he
beamed

“J asked you too quick,” he said, “that's
** and be rubbed my bang in my
tald me not to fret and departed whi

{lt day I was waylaid at all times
asked if I badu't changed
wy mind; or he would stand in corners and
intimidate me by making that swimming
Often, before everyone, he woul
break ipto homilies against m
pouncing ue all as flirts, Fi
all, he got & congh.
breakiast up to him, explaining each time
that only my regard for a mick human be-
ing made me do it, and pgetting egg shells
thrown at me. Then he assnred me, congh-
ing frightiully, that be had consumption,
nnd that excitement made him spit_blood.
Right on top of that he swore if I didn’t
change my mind bhe wo
blood then ana there.

X ':ﬁg}d a big aig
friendship was
tioning each m
ay at night, and a
Yes.” Awful times at the theater, drag-
ging into dresses that each night had to be
tightened over the shonlders to keep them
from slipping off; waiting in the wings sure
that I could meither hear my cue nor move
when I did; then a merry rush on
sounding strange and my
other person’s and the line of footli
wavering up and down so fast that
seemed to be dancing before a wall of fire.
Then the nightly swoon, after it was all
over, and being lifed into th
which the management
ter of business, And h it all—Mr,
Ned doing everythin,

. I(ei: to whom I clung in
dumb gratitude for his kindness, in spite of
the nightmare of what he had told me, and

on telling me. I was so afraid
that people would see. The horror of 'being
blamed for making & good man forget his
home and his honor was always before me.
For I was sure he was good, and over and
aver 1 “lﬁt. l"ikil band ::d l.h‘::dnnl the

ght in eyes, that,

1n a little while it wonlé
would go beck where
it belonged. Each time he would answer:

‘““As long as I live I shall Jove you."

I got all confused. He said such wonder-
ful things. My bead went round till I
could mot tell right from wrong. Bome-
times when he told me thatonly if I was
good to him could he remember his con-
science and his homor, it seemedasif I
should do better by the w1
forgot, if I was patient and let him love me.
too, that he asked nothing ex-
eept to be allowed to love me, and to serve
me, and to know I did not hate_kim. And
of course I did not hate him,
at all my little creed of right and wrong till
it seemed stupid snd narrow beside his
even when I could no

I believed in my

n to r
tailors aad modisses.
new Americans who go
good society at the hi
v&ﬂsﬂl&: Pund:enni;;nd der
atten bargain sales and make

price materials behind the o

crape wool at 85, the dress which was §13
two weeks ago, looks just as pretty and a
clever woman can make a dress in the sim-
in two or three

CHAPTER IV,
A COMPLICATION OF FEVER.

Rehearsal. A bitter March day. Theater
full of draughts. One gas jet. Daylight
dribbling throngh ventilators in the rvof.
Sweepers shouting to each other from where
they were covering the chairs with white
cloths, Everybody cross, and with reason,
Called at 10, we had waited a good half
hour for Mr. Bulcher and his leading lady.
The day before I had come two minules Iate
to find the emtire company assembled.
Mr. Buatcher watch in hand, vacing the
stage, and Miss Loowells shivering ostenta-
tionsly in her furs. Mr, Batcher had in-
formed me that such a thing as being two
minutes late was unheard of, and that
probably I bad caused Mies Loowella to

come about the

He held out his hand. It was just whats
friend would do, of course. 1
hand and l:?an the b:t:,“lf ;:io

s over t and kissed it
and said: “Good-by. You hn::boeu very
good to me. Please, please don’t forget
me

When I got up stairs I lay down on the
floor, and wept until my

pu

Mrs, EKatesby wrote to me sometimes after
I came away. Bhe was so lonely that she
sent for & niece. ‘The doctor liked his eousin

ry ught about the cousin all
dsy and all might., At last the 14th of the
at night I played so well | poor
for the next sea-

of me, as Bright
At the nsme his face
Bright asked you, your answer wounld have
been gifferent,” he said, doggedly.
ve a small scream of rage
would it? Plesse let me tell you Bright
would not do such a thing

riieres of their

chamoters,. That and
Phelps' "Sealed Orders,” with Its anthentie
histories of our Easterm coast, are bool

Want 10 read over every
by Cbarlotte Bronte, is the best d on of
styles now in feminine character in fiction, w in this

He is too kind
ys at the outside.

1 fora friendship, which has

v as long as she has, by falling
then throwing her off
Bright Hals would

finely thumham!dlhh

in love with her, ad rovided asa mla‘t:
as you propose doing.
not do so cruel, unkind, non

ful, dissstrous a thing as lov

A discreet rustle st the door, and Mary-
in walked Bright. Ern

ing.
““You see!"” he maid, and then to Bright:
ow. I am jost leav-

a full pattern, and ecrn ponges
45 35 conts & yard 15 08 platy
onable. But pongee is
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the manager offered a,
The 15th was Sunday.
talked like a

ke into lsugh-

ie, and spoke of every-
When I was talked
.. He questioned me closely

I, “there is a man, of
course. He told me last night he was
to shoot himself. I said no he wo
just take a brandy and soda.
e he said
u associate w L] o
g,:inding his teeth, PR i
“What's to be done?” I returned, lightl
: "“He doesn't bother me much—on
takes me to lunch and leans over
the table to say 1n a husky &
that he loves me.

“Good luck, old

lifted my hand in protest agsi
bitter implication, and with a hurried greet-
wed Ernest to the door,
it all and be
He drew a long breath, that
made me feel his heart was breaking, and
said hoarsely, his arms straining about me:
“Let me say once more that I love you. I
shall have o right soon.”
“Where are yon going?" I whispered in
miserable antici

turned harshly.

Said I now to Mr. Ned, who sat beside
me on & roll of carpel: ““When they come I
sball tell him they have probably caused
me to take cold.”

Just then he strode in with Miss Loo-
wella at his beels. He was in an ill humor.
“Come, come, come, comel” said he in
crescendo, “‘Let’s get to work. No stand-
ing around. A chsir for Miss Loowella,
Ned, w here are your manners? A ohair!"”

Ned, who off the stage wonld have
knocked & man down for such s tone, obeyed
sullenly. Butcher got crosser and crosser,
and ftallfellonme. Tt is hard to do a
led in a cloak and
“Hang it.” he

vzticrm an
relief. White cashmere and flannel soil too

wear, aud eern in
ressess, and the “wet sand”

about the theater.
“Oh, yes,” said
shades for dark
color for blondes, offers
The *“‘wet sand
cream snd brown em
ost beeokln 1 ts"t: dnﬁmm
m mingly, turnin tints
of the hair to wheat-like, :nldea effects.
The experience of this summer will con-
vince many wearers that silk of the lightest
sort is not & cool fabrie. It drawsand heats
the skin, especially usder s July sun, in-
1 t leather shoes which
are so happily going out of fashion, eom-
1 the torture. A few wearersof indi-
nt dresses of black

k.,t{]l:’bly ‘:m-

used to take his & serviceable
" shade with yel-

*T will not have

bay, I suppose,” he re- whom I never

“Never wmind me—go to
Bright. Good-by,” and he was gone,

1 stood 2 moment in the ballway. Was
ever & girl so unlucky as I, or anything so
ng as aman’s love? Then

ted down the
culling for a doctor. Ouce he drew
icture of my despsiring regret
if he should die and I bad lleﬂ!rzkilled
that I knmelt right
down by the bed and kidsed bhim solemuly
*“‘Haog that,* was all the

How men will do such
at lunches? It's so annoying when
hungry. You ecan’t go on brutally
while s man tells
: is heart .nd al
pocket—ean you?”

The doctor was not amused.
eare for any ol these fellows?"”

For my life T conld not tell the truth: “I
don't kuow,”” Iagswered sulkily. Then all’
“Do you eare fur your

“Very much,” he answered absently.

Then he asked in & strained way if I
thought we could still be friends if either of
:u m;lm!d.tblnﬂh ; i
ormed me that he was going to Europe.
had been filling up tighter and
ter. Now it burst I s
*‘Are you going to leave me?"’ I

eredibly, and the
scene sll bund
edym death besi
roared, “take it off.”
1 wondered I had not thought of that be-
fore and hustled out of the
was still stupid, avd presen

““What are you sniveling for?
demanded hoarsely.

vidual taste have elega
linen lawn, in directory
blouses of white Shanghai sil
broidered between the clustered gath

and with ruffles of mechlin, with feather
stitching of black silk in excellent effect,
The crisp, fresh look of the lawn and its

I felt o badly has -dxesplir in

1 burried into e
t you half way to formia,” I
said, reaching out my hands,

“I was halt way to Chieago,” said Bright,
and then paused. His eyes were gleaming,
his voice quite pew, T shivered a little,
stood staring anxiously at him.
way to Ohicago when I f?mul I had some-

Ion. and —"'
ly to the other end of the.
room behiod a chair, saying: “Don’t you do
it! I won't have it!"

*You've got to, Katie,” he returned stead-
ily; “I should have spoken before I went
away, but at least I have come back all this

1 mot,” 1 interrupted
won't hear it. Haven't I been holding you
up sss_shining example, and swearing by
you? What have I done to deserve all this,
anyhow?" and I stamped one foot after the

other,

“You have been vourself—that's all, Kate
—the sweetest, frank most winsome self
You have looked at me
from two of the clearest blue eyes that ever
won s man's heart. You have
two lips that are sweeter to look at than any
lips in the world—yo

“I bave not! I've gottwo eyes and a
and a mouth, like sy other girl.
e mdonnd 1 d::‘;tudmn to be
I home U S8¥ &ny-
m?%nf. dvnnl;t hear itl’;“h 7':‘ A

arling, you m ear A man
takes no such trip as I have to be set aside
without bearing. I love you as no one else
I am rich—you shall

“I don't want it,”
without pause, and

on the forchead.
thunks I got; “what good is

Afterward, however, he quoted the
kiss a5 a clear case of leading

h
1 told much of this to Mr. Ned, storming,
when be lsughed, that sbove all things I
hsted love and anyone who loved me,
“Suppose I should?" be asked.

ﬁn sarcasm and said with dig-

pity: “You wouldn't be so wicked. You're

married.”

"Yu’y" ﬂid he.

CHAPTER IIL
LOVERS AXD FRIENDS,

It was & relief to reach Boston sad my old
home st my sunt's. I had not been there for
vears. The boys had grown to men, and
they were all agreeable to me without
tormenting me after the manner of Touehy.
1 anticipated two weeks of pesce sad happi-
ness. There was hardly time for them all
Bright Hale had grown rich, and bad good-
ness knows how many turaouts and a yacht
beside. Erpest Marvel, the boy I had cared
best for st school, was now tall and hand-
pome. He was s member of elubs, had con-
oert tickets and art tickete, and there was no
moment of my day for which he had not
en Harry Blake owned a
big store, and so on—and so on. My head

buzzing sll the time.

: right saw the most of me. He hada
breexy way of monopolizing one, and beside
be wss just starting on & business trip to
Californis. The last Friday of my stay he

He shook hands, kissed m

airily reminded me that I was

and that T might use his
as I wished.

I rushed down to

older kﬁ'if::'u

lon
soul that my right was the best
that if I could only help him he w

But at last I grew afraid. Once afler the
play I swooned, and came to myself to find
Mr. Ned’s arms holding me u
taking my very life from me,
1y that he was cruel, and b
no—that he must wake u
he loved me, althongh I did not know what
and at the hunger of | tig

“‘One would think me
a brute, You should be in Siberia, with a_
man with a whip after you.” ‘
t it was cold as Siberia,
that I shonldn’t mind the whip if only with
it he could make me un hs

ved, :
““Are vou a fo0l?"" he ifguired.
“‘not quite, and what
intelligence I have is concentrated
ing to make out your meaning. If you
giadt mind to expressing
yourself clearly we should get along.
There!” and I stamped my foot and waited
for Butcher to plunge over and murder m
wondering if Mr. Ned or Touchy

Butcher didn't ol
tered somethineg about insol
so abruptly that be eolli

“Don’t ron into me, sir,

n & temper over the bul
roared back.

recommend it above silk for mid-
summer wear. Morning
birdseye linen or the fine ¥
trimmed with linea crochet point, or Med.
lace Inst for a lifetime and are
they are serviceabdle.

The eomfortable addition to the toilet thia
season is the new linen corset
cool, so light and well fashioned
will covet i

g material
single thickness of fine, firm shirting linen,
snd precisely like the best French
and bearing the
will assure all

at once I cried: .
dlchh of white
arnes]

thing to may to

wy heart—that

love meant. At
bis lips, T became
and mlem holding him st arm’s

. ng soared
see if I should know him. He seemed to
member himself, ana said sullenly that men
only brutes; that he mustnot forget
w much a child I was, nor spoil all by
og so he left me.
As thin,

clasping my hands and

seidlits before breakfast for a
powder n:‘r week,

would direct your d,
through the words, “there is nothing elve
for me to do.™

“Don't you care for me at all that you
break my heart 502" I cri
hands hard together, “am I
house that you look at me as if vou did not
hat have I done that you
should treat me as if you hated me? I will
out and drogwn m
I g Mooy o o g

ise you compelled me

(i]gl:t flashed before

reached out my b
I said, “'I see how cruel I have been to peo-
ple, for now my own heart breaks,
may hurt me as much as
coward. Still T will

0.7 lhnp,m
dressers of its irre-

le figure. The stecls are easily re-
moved for washing, and as few bones are
used as o corset of good style allows, The
prics is $2 75.

though. He mut.
snd turned

;" Touchy. | oap to blar, I sai
crying a little

I am not & very good girl;

that ever breathed.

it
¥y

importation of Parisian seaside fancy. The
canes are white enameled wood or  ebony,
nearly five feet tall, :
ing stick, and finished by
heads, and & cord and tassel lower down, in

“You're a liar,” they both reforted simul-
st each ::‘!nr. Bou:la-
em, presen

Touchy was getting his lur coat and hat on’:
crossed to me, and said, under his

I'll take you safe to New York.”
“No, no,”” I cried, and begred him to
Butbe meant his “Good-by,” for
to the hotel he had deparied,
bag snd baggage. It was two before
I-rhinagnin.;ll'henﬂnat
station. He rushed to me, jerked my head
and eried:
‘With that he tucked
arm, and praoced with me into the ladiey’
" Kaki, heve's my whle,” be mid, boamsi
[ 2 smy "u
blue-eyed thing. -

taneounsly, 0,
one unchtq:iah

cousin and go to Enrope; but before
I will tell you that I love ‘you. It 2 right
I should have to say it

have everything
so—and for n

't havei helf-llpiid
vo "n
ax if T had not
the
best girl forever,
ften

nday Ernest called.
the purlor complaining that I thought my-

"Kol:gr‘conldu't forget you, even & min-
** Ernest said somberly.

ve little girl—
Vand Tiave you NIk all my sou); asi't
me ove yoa ail m 3
hrefmthaﬁ.’r:t.f' 2

There is no more s Katie Tempest, sou-

all over ats wee, voice was saying:

s & king,” Touch itan; “though
hmm'uuu’:n“;y ‘sonl .

own.

I shook hands cordially with Birdy, feel-

glad that Touchy him-
premature]

A gueer little

went on harshly, ¢
for Bright o
stapidly; “I

“I suppose s0,"" Ernest snswered and fell
fnto heary silence, which he presently broke
s flow of light talk quite wnlike'his usu.

of it, and, since he

would be in mourni
““He's not dead," I
shall see him again.™

i
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After that I was very ill. The company
left me; and Dr. Katesby came every day.
He asked if thers was any one
1 | me for whom be could send, _

“Only Uncle Jeb,"” said I. "He hates
me becsuse I went on the stage, but if the
curtain is going to ring down on me it
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ililkdem m:l.l “shmkd: talk at all d he
yourself, you “t at all,” an
e ng jigs and break-

|
ﬁ.
:
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;
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g

i

E‘a

forthwith began
e o aaries homit
own, s
"“!‘or hnnn'-ysi:t‘e. don't
‘t you rather imperative and em-
uvestion

1

f:
of

En

?

“Oh ;
T thoughi ot

and
swering si

up! I wom’t stand it™
atl'h

iﬂlm 1 do not love

never will—never—oh
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mm i it vt | THE FIRESIDE SPHINX
| e e e e f

sarprise,
But he came very near being slaln,
For two bullets made holes in the piace of hig

m'.ﬁ;wm-mmtnu

long railway platforms take you " 3
almost into tllawh.'{o‘dbum reach the P};mm dM‘#ﬂM‘u
cars. I was moving slowly and painiully | But teil me: proverb (sometimes deamed
P T R S —
ouﬁ&omhs,m:m::dhn‘:.m = 5
rden from my grasp, 3 P a— JOUNTE.
easy figore ufa-‘nl- in an ox's -

Our four-year-old Ted was so anxious
Forthe Fourthof Julytobe * * 4 &
He really grew quite impatient

That itcame onlyonceins * & & ®

He began to prapare for it long

Ere anyons else—backin * » & &
We'd laagh as he'dhsk avery day,

“Say, Mamms! won's itbe hirp & & » s

1
in working garb. Hew many women d Bhwmmmmrﬂy
EI 3 Tha fire.crackers in bu CRE R I
er 80 or would do it if they His pickels mﬁhlﬁ:';-:.-m‘.:.‘

ANSWERS TO INQUIRIES.

H this to anjoy i
B:ll myﬂ‘dmﬂm A" "" ..

At last we thed of his asking:
1 thought [ wounld tafl him ones * = ® o,
I took the

began Middlemarch, but mmm And told him when {tcamato * = & &

ftso she it
ns well ba : w like ust five days from 1t would be
e sermcar. Miioateth [H ol i e i ep e 52 e
George Eliot's novels are tfal | I thougbt that he now underateod it,
books for persons of advan tasto ripe | And sald, *Now he's on the right * = & & a9
minds, Ittakeaa fine order of mind and ex-
perience to . novel one who | 1 was roused the next morn witha

bang,
And sorang up with “What is the * # & « » e
Then I ape my window 3t once
And theresawthocanse of tha * * #» » & s g

Ted's fire-crackers lay in smhuhug
The matches were inhis = & & &
He looked up at me and shouted, *0, ma!
It's the Fourth of July, aln’tit * & « &« =

‘When told of his mistake he pointed up
To the calendar ontha * & & &
“There's four on top, 80 what Is

He had torn off the eards—that was

Wel'! he found what a blander he'd made—

The Fourth cannot behurried = » & #

He'll his rocksts and firecrackers save

And walt till it comen, thapext & & & @8
EvanceELINg,
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GT6—BOTANICAL ENIGMA.

The whole of 117 lettera is a stanza addrassed
to flowers.

31, 44, u7, X 1
SR AL AN

nials.
ia 8 iwiuing stivad sive caliod woodbime,

5

summer. “Villette,”

the fiction is so

i
5
i#ls
ii
§
3

i
=
:
i
£83

47, b1, M, 53. 17, 12, 06, 75, T 41, or oxall, a
genus of geranium I

o
:
ol
£t
5

o

g-
1
"

garden cultore.
able to the frank s trouble. Say- | 16, 110, 46, 63, 11, 42, &7, 15, 2, is parasitic on the
bghmamneotmlmumef:pod uﬁ'&m«tmﬁamu&mmm&-
complexion and is called pretty, she goes om: | decoration,

‘Bust there is one thing that will ruin my lifs if 54, 57,08, 7, 97, 7, 110, 9, or narmussus, prodme-
keeps on, and it §s jost this: When I go ont h&dmhlavqllw flowers in esrl -
the summer my face gotsasred as & Leet. ﬂ.nﬂ].lg.«ls.ﬂot is a small tree

Even in winter It is sometimes the same way, | flowering in

in the summer it is terrible. It just seems | 71, & 65 11, 2, h&awqum
every drop of blood in my goes into | order viola; also the name of & color,
u;withgit::t‘u I.‘.In."nb- 325’!;: IKMlM”.WDﬂmIlIH'd‘.
asked me to §o 0N AD eXcuUrsion hulr?'hsl re- D —_ -
{aﬂ&ruﬂﬁ‘t’mmﬁ dlduatrml him so, 4T —ANAGRAM,
Ihg: ',;gm“d” = niumun;mmw-
ph‘ y t thess thin, noth KREES IR
me. Iam utterly miserable. Emmm And eastorn lands, and exstern art,
mmn‘m-m eure me I will mmt Man in
you * ® & A manmight well be of | FONT Endilprehintia, tes,
%l hu:zﬁtdtu B::.mmfor:l ~ if TE"‘:':‘““‘%““M
" ve m
lhwi;iur-dlha:ul:wﬂlb.mb:m 0 learn 46" If you can. Nmxo,
-3 of swest brier sweot peas, with
il-a: on them. I  wish Tnsll dbean 648—A STRANGE TRANSFORMATION,
wera A8 essy 1o . Sonlic it

minwtion of blacd w’mwm-ﬂ%m :-';“-.“"hw.?:’ﬁ oo
mes from sedontary & and

is_remedied by daily baths and rubbing all | % Tedens. which seampered amai P

over, a dosa of pugzxnmhue.uyam ;

sort spoonful of salts, followed by a Of course he fell: I went to him,

window is better than bemng Indoors, This Great abundance Per

ter is written on & back porchin a New York m’;ﬁn to or derived from obio acid. 4 :M

m-hul?lwdl“:fn-_ﬂ red gerani- | § ore. 8 Aletter. 7, Keen resentmont. &

s, & tree fine new eaterpiliar s & A I Assiduous, 1L
ta and & of fresh Jersey air from

across the river, which shows how much of DiagoNars—Left to right down. Author-

ized by an example of a like kind. L%t.om

tween city walls, “Marion' “t'h:“ know | up. ts. CENTRALS.
puilmg saperfluous hair out by twoesers | ered tren below the surface of the ground,
m“ its growth, Hoﬂlteuﬁ:‘lhmttalwi: with M-l. l:r or
roots with Mp B1480TE, then w, t wal m ﬁ_
The remedy for superfinous hair is s se- | or ground g o
Powdered mazuesia or very fine chalk —
&rs xood for olly skios, 4 the alkaline powger 650—THE MEANEST BIRD,
neutralizes the oll, and as the duots are
choked with over secretion of faz, the | Among the birds that or thrill
Erﬁrmdonohﬂnh:dui the pores | I wale or w
the few hours in society, d There lives not ona upon the wing
wier is worn. The face should be carefully 8o poor a fowl, so mean a
washed with soap before and after uﬁnm‘ As one that lives in town,

earth

for and strong eamphor is the | LD® Whip-poor-will '::-'fﬂ-’
best for the porea The crow may scream caw,
m‘E’&h Titlan alored haie |  BUt pone are like this buman daw,

in weak ammonia n tablespoonful to Which should be hooted down.

W“hlﬁ.l{gmﬂﬂﬁnw You PP
e St S o Why eonmmeetuoh | oo et pop i ae il febonds Tight
learn that the way to su! Ih O, tell mﬂnﬁnﬁ
2 or outside of a letter. As does an son of
MME Or hopest country clown. Bxa.
£ BaRLEY DARm S
They Had Mot Befoye, @F—The lotter L F-blate, pirate, pi-log,
flv—ﬂﬂ' dear, I have got mi?‘mm!ﬁ 'l'hlma.'.t
Miss Sweetl s
piece of news fn'm Pa has Rmmtummmmx' . k‘“’m‘ in
gone and bought a large dog. 687—Rock-rent.
.  Tightfit—Where did he get ._.—I- Proaunciamente. 2 Obtumescence.
; B
' tit—Ob, I'm not afraid’ BUT
(Batio mﬁ:’.ﬁ:&h that dog - R T
BUTTER
— BUTTERY
§40—Summer ishers. 2 The enigma i sa




